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that had been shooting up above the trees every
five minutes ; the platoon-leaders were firing guns
at regular intervals.
Nearer and nearer came the music, rolling all
along the line, for the bandsmen were strung out
amongst the beaters. Harmony there was none ;
it was the deafening fracas of a circus marching up
a village street. Louder and louder it dinned its
unseen progress into my ears. But in the jungle
nothing stirred. That was to be expected ; on a
beat for tiger or for panther small game is rarely
started by the beaters. The antelope have got
wind of their enemy's presence and given a wide
berth to the jungle where he lurks. Where could
the panther be ? I wondered. When and where
would he break cover?
On my left was a lake. If the panther did not
pass between the near bank and my tree, it would
have to cross the line somewhere on the far side of
the lake. In that case it would be two hundred
and fifty to three hundred yards away—a hopeless
distance. Not a sound came from the machans.
We had been forbidden to move or speak, and even
smoking was taboo.
Tense with excitement, I scanned every bush,
pricking my ears up for a sound of snapping twigs.
Suddenly—what was that ?—I heard a commotion
in some bushes on my right. I felt my heart
pounding against my ribs. With a silken rustle a
great fan of blue and green plumage deployed
between two clumps of yellow scrub. Only a
peacock.
The heat was terrific ; sweat poured down my
forehead, into my eyes. I dared not raise my hand
to wipe it off. All I could do was to blink rapidly
so as to keep my eyes clear. The beaters were per-

